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began at once to drift in the swift stream towards the harbour
mouth. They stepped the mast and set the sail, which
bellied in the fresh breeze, standing over towards the
southern shore to place an island between themselves and the
lime-burners' camp. As soon as they had reached this cover3
they awakened the boatman, who was terrified at finding
himself surrounded by over half a dozen gaunt, moving
skeletons, their naked bodies smeared with mud and filth,
and their faces and heads overgrown with matted hair. One
of the runaways, who had armed himself with a musket,
ordered the poor fellow to strip ; and his clothes were at
once donned by another of the fugitives, named Roberts,
who, knowing something of sailing, had been selected to
navigate the boat. The remainder lay down below the gun-
wale, lest their nakedness should attract the attention of
any observers, who would at once set the garrison in pursuit.
The helmsman, judging that he was sufficiently far from
Lime-burners* Bay, recrossed the harbour to keep as great a
distance as possible between boat and settlement. The bells
of the town began ringing for the convicts* dinner hour, and3
hearing them, the fugitives realized that most of the in-
habitants of Newcastle would be indoors at their meals, as
the boat sailed by the town, thus greatly reducing the danger
of being seen.
The wind remained favourable. In answer to the hail of
questions from his supine companions, the helmsman was
able to report that they were passing the wharf of the coal-
mines, and that everything seemed to be going well. Soon
they were abreast of Nobby's Island, a bluff rock set almost
centrally in the mouth of Hunter's River.
*Blow, good breeze/ muttered the steersman, 'another
mile and all is safe/
The excited man had scarcely spoken when cBoat-ahoyI
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